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Kenshinl Are 
you alright? 
Sensei?! 


Rest Sensei. The 


wounds are bad, but | 


you will recover. 


The shuriken 
were poisoned! 
He's dying. 


E 


Go ahead! 
Here's my 
throat--try to 
make it clean! 


Ч 


Shut up you 
bastard! І should 
kill you right now! 


I don't need my 
sword to tear you 
to shreds! I'll... 


] What's the 


Never se Тат a ninja first, 


a woman second. 


Ooohh. Such a 
gentleman... | 


do with you later. 


у PES SZ 


mm | 
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"Prince Masakado 


But І am not 


You're going to untying you. 


have to untie me. 


І must...well, 
relieve myself. 


I'm FEE | E || Lm sorry abo = his...uh? É 
you'll have | ší | —] — "A 
to...uh... | | Tice survived 


% 


НИ! № NAE 

It's anickname.| 
My father | 

gave it to me. 


e OA 


I'll give you some 
privacy...uh, just 
don't you try 
anything snea-- 


y. 


Are you getting ] 
| an eyeful, Ryo? 


| Heh, heh--good work, 
| my young Master! 


I see you let your 
prisoner escape. 


You don't think she’ T E 
suspect anything do you? 


ши бе I m 
She thinks I'm dying 
of poison, and you 
were convincingly 
naive. Heh, heh. 


"m Y 


1 Now, we just 
| follow her 
| to her boss. 


"You're just lucky 

they used a poison 

you ve built up an 
immunity to..." 


"This is it, Ryo! 
The real war is 
about to begin! 
We will avenge 
the your father 
and take back 
the Shogunatel" 


Te be 
Continued... 


"Not really. All 
kitsune use it. 
Still hurts like 

hell though!" 
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Coming soon! 
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From the writer/artist of the famous Fur and Fury epic comes 
a hilarious and VERY yiffy new graphic comic! 
Issue #1 will be out soon! Watch for the release date! 


A new quality publication ру ГИЗПАПОП MULTIMEDIA! 
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Vidar waves hello You say, "How have you been? School went ok? 
Vidar says "Hello FoxFox!" Soulfox stretches out and yawns "Well, it's 
You say "Hi wuffie :) !" = been a long day, but I think everything went well." 


From one modem... to another... 


Vidar smiles, "That's nice to know, you 
usually are worn out by the end of the day." 
You say, "Well, I'd be lying if I said I wasn't 
tired. Oh yeah, just remembered something. 
Soulfox sends a gift via ICQ... 


You say, "Hmm wazziz?" 
Soulfox says, "A pic I just finished today, 


Just thought I'd share it with you 


You say, "Well, you know I always 
love your artwork :) 
Soulfox blushes softly. 


“Urtual Intimacy 


Artwork and Story © Jan Rain Soulfox, 2000 
Do not alter or distribute without permission. 


{| Vidar chuckles, "Why the blush?" 
You say,"Heheh, well, you know І 
| don't take compliments very well 


Heheh, hope I 
and snugs you! didn't scare you 


osea: 


Try to cheer up fox 
It's not good for 
someone like you 

to worry 


B - 
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Vidar smiles, "Mrrr, very nice. With artwork like 
this, you really have the right to be proud of 
yourself you know." 

Soulfox says, "Well, just don't know about that. 
You know how I can be sometimes." 

You sa 


ah.. heheh, just 
didn't expect that 


аа 


Erfl Uh.. What ar Ok... Well, uh.. 


you doing wolf? PN a ১. OOhhhhh! 


Helping you relax 
silly! Lay back. 


Your paw feels, rather 
good there wuffie 


Shhh.. Don't talk. 
Just feel. 


হা 


Mmm.. now now. 
no need for that to 


go to waste 


Mmmm....yeah.. 
just like... 
so close. 


Зонт 


] 
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, What a 
d clean 


ick* There you go 
nice an 


ick* Mmm 
mess you made fox. 


45 
25 


Even 
sillier 


Oh, just because І 
can and I'm not 
letting you go until 


Ah... Well, you don't 
see me complaining 
do you? 


You know, I have 
really missed spending 
time like this with 
you wuffie. 


I know, so have 1. Things . 


have just been rather busy 


for us lately. The time that / 
І do have with you, I treasure. 2 


Oh man.. Heh, 
I'm noone special J 


— | = 1 You have always beena © 

Now just why are you so sure We | MM / great friend to me fox and І 
about that fox? I meant 2 t = couldn't be any happier. 

every word. F, B, You are more than a friend. 


Mmmmrrr.. mmm.. as 
Tight as ever, eh foxy? 


00111. Mmmr.. 
And as thick as 


, always wuffie. 
_ — 


І, I'm close : | Ahhhhhh! 


E і І 
foxy! Uhhh! / fox _ Ohh... yesss.. 


Mmmrrr... nice 
tight foxy.. 


What's on your 


J we'll ever get 
7 „to meet each | 
"| other... in RL || 


图 


Widar says, "We will foxy, 
someday we will.." й! 


Widar leans forward and kisses У | Vidar says, 
Soulfox happily accepts.. P (| "Goodnight foxy.." 


WOLF SPIRITS 


and artwork by Wookiee 99 
L4 


Kiya is not barren my son. Your love for 
one another is strong but your passion is weak. 


Й It is the coming of the full moon. Tonight you must join with her. 
The wolf spirits will guide you both in the ways of animal passion. 
It will make your seed strong and plentiful. 
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Агггоооооооооо!! 


KRAHNOS 
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The 


wo ^ 3 GGY NOW 
AND SET JouR STUFT ON 
WEAPONS. 


SUCH A GOOD PUPPY, SO GLAD TO SEE 
THAT NOT EVERYONE FEELS THE NEED 
ЧО BE A HERO THESE DAYS, I WAS 
STARTING To RUN OUT OF CLOTHES 
THAT LACKED BLOODSTAINS. 
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THERE'S А GOOD LAD. NOU HOLD 


NICE AND STIL. RYAT 1S KEEPING |. 
AN ARROW POINTED AT YOUR BACK, 
AND YOU DON'T WANT нім TO GE 

STARTLED RIGHT, MY PRETTY PUPPY? 


NOT BAD 
NOT BAD... 


DON'T HAVE ANY. I'M MERELY 
A TRAVELING BARD, SIR, AND 
15 PEE CN HAVE VERY LITTLE 


a 


I-I DO NOT LIKE FEMALES. 
TAKE WHAT I 


PLEASE, JUST 
HAVE ‘AND LEAVE ME ALONE. 


REALLY NOW? А HANDSOME 
YOUNG: THING SUCH AS YOU 
UNABLE TO DRAW IN LADY 

FOLLOWERS. A SHAME. 


… OTHER MALES. 
PLEASE STOP CALLING ME 
PUP, MY NAME IS ROPHIN. 


PAWS 
MUCH 


NOW, CLOSE YOUR EYES, PUP. 
BEHIND YOUR BACK. ро 
AS BREATHE ONTIL І 

UNDERSTAND? 


PLACE 
NOT SO 
19-250 
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PERHAPS. 


EVENTUALLY, 


I ВЕС YOU 
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Page(s) removed for violating our Content 
Policy. 
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1. Yuletide Gift do 


by James Clapton 


It was snowing on Christmas Eve. The 
moon's pale blue glow covered Chicago when it 
broke the clouds. The town was quiet; with only 
the sound of snowplows and last minute shop- 
pers breaking the stillness. And in a club called 
Mallory's, it was quitting time. 


It was an old bar and it had gone through 
various incarnations since being built late in the 
nineteenth century. It started life as a tailor’s 
shop, and during Prohibition had housed a 
speakeasy fronted by a newspaper stand. Then 
it welcomed returning veterans from the shores 
of Europe with a free drink under the name of 
Callahan’s. Next came a stint as a family restau- 
rant, and now it was a high-class blues club. The 
musicians had long since finished their last set 
and the clock over the bar read 10:55 pm; the club 
closing early due to the Christmas holiday. 


“Naz, get the door, will you?” A pretty blonde 
lynx behind the counter launched a set of keys 
through the air and were snatched by a large 
tiger’s paw. 


Nazareth Hall hopped from his customary 
stool by the door and quickly slapped shut the 
four locks peppering the doorjamb. He was a 
very muscular white tiger wearing tight blue 
jeans and black shirt. The sawed off baseball 
bat that hung behind him by a length of leather 
cord would stop most any customer with a score 
to settle. 


To his friends he was just Naz. He tossed 
the keys back to Lise. “So, what’re you doing this 
chilly evening?” 


“Ken and | are heading out to see my folks іп 
the Upper East Side. How about you?” 


“Nothing but me and old Jimmy Stewart 
films.” He shrugged. “Don’t have any family 
around here, and besides, І was never the most 
holiday-oriented of furs. Speaking of which, 


where’s Rochelle?” 


“She’s in the back, helping Max with the 
dishes. Kinda slow tonight, though. Figured we'd 
be busier with the holiday blues and all.” 


“Eh, s'pose it was just a happier Christmas 
this year.” The big tiger grabbed a broom and 
started sweeping, putting chairs on tabletops in 
the process. He yawned and rubbed a big hand 
through his headfur, pondering what he’d have 
for dinner tonight. He realized he’d left nothing 
to thaw, and since no place would be open on 
Christmas Eve, looked like peanut butter again. 
Ugh. 


“Uh oh.” Lise’s voice came from the back, 
neara series of booths. “Naz? We gota live one 
here.” 


The bouncer blinked when he walked up. 
Curled up in the furthest corner of a booth was а 
young leopard, head down and arms wrapped 
around a beer bottle. On the table around him 
were scattered other bottles, strewn like dead 
soldiers. 


“Jeez, quite a party this guy had going.” 
Nazareth pushed at the cat’s shoulders, rolling 
him backwards. The scent of stale beer as- 
saulted his nose, and he pulled back for a mo- 
ment in disgust, then leaned in to look at the un- 
conscious cat. Golden hair tumbled down 
passed the leopard’s shoulders, eyes closed be- 
hind thin-rimmed glasses. He snored softly, a 
wide pink tongue poking from his muzzle. 


“Damn, he’s cute.” Naz said, half to himself. 
Lise shook her ears and grinned wickedly. 
“How in the hell did we end up with a gay 


bouncer?” 


*Sho'nuff chil’, leas he's not pawin' da mer- 
chandise alla tahm lahk some places І work, по?” 


Rochelle entered while she wiped her paws on a 
towel. She crossed her arms under her substan- 
Bal chest and considered the spotted cat. "Now 
what ме gon’ do wit’ tis youngun?" Her fluffy 
Squirrel tail flicked behind her curiously. 


Lise reached over and wiggled a slim hand 
behind the leopard, finally pulling out his wallet. 
She mentally counted the beer bottles around the 
cat, and shuffled off 25 dollars. *And 15 for a 
taxi. Says here his name is Ishmael Desmonde. 
Ishmael? Who the hell would name their kid 
Ishmael?” 


“Don’tlook for much sympathy from me, | got 
saddled with Nazareth.” The tiger stroked one 
paw across the leopard’s fuzzy cheek. “Looks like 
he’s got the holiday downers something fierce, 
if he’s blitzed this hard on Christmas Eve.” 


“From th’ size o' him, don’ look lahk a chil’ 
that can carry dat dere booze dat easy, if y’all 
ask me.” Rochelle cocked her head. “Don’ know 
"bout no taxis though. You seen what it's lahk 
out dere? Never had no storms like dis back in 
Jamaica!" 


Lise smirked. “If it got under 70 in Jamaica, 
you’d throw оп a parka. Well, Pm calling a taxi no 
matter what. Can’t let this poor bastard sleep it 
off here.” 


“Hey, Lise?” Nazareth cleared away the 
bottles and looped an arm around the leopard's 
thin waist. “How about І put him up for the night? 
ljust live next door and І can make sure he won't 
wake up with a hangover, or drown in his vomit 
or anything." 


Rochelle grinned and wiggled her nose. 
*Sugah, didn’ know y'all that hard up for a piece, 
you gotta scrape it up from the booths. Y'all 
shoulda said sumpthin sweetthing, l'd given you 
a roll." 


Naz rolled his eyes. “I’m not going to sleep 
with him! C'mon, it's Christmas Eve. Doesn'tlook 
like he's got anyone to go home to." He picked 
up the leopard easily, slinging him over his shoul- 
der. Ishmael didn't even flinch, though his snor- 
ing changed pitch. “Guess I’m just getting kind 
of sentimental." 


Lise considered. “Hmmm...Well, it would 


save him money on a cab. But sure you're not 
going to try anything? You just broke up with 
Brent a few months ago." 


*God, lady...do you honestly think l'm some 
sex-crazed freak? I’m trying to do my good Sa- 
maritan bit, and you start accusing me of cruis- 
ing for drunks. I’m bi, you know, and І haven't 
been jumping to get into either of your pants." 
He winked at Rochelle . “Though for you, it could 
be fun." 


“Іп уо” dreams, sugah. | got me a male 
‘Iready.” She teasingly ran a finger down 
Nazareth's chest. “But could be a fahn tahm..." 


*Alright, enough before І smack both of you. 
Naz, merry Christmas. Call him Ishmael and take 
care not to ‘harpoon’ him. Rochelle, have fun, 
don'tsleep too late tomorrow, and remember we 
need a load of your cheesecakes by Friday when 
we re-open. Now let's get this place cleaned up 
before І have to worry about reindeer shit!” 


Shouldering the limp leopard like a sack of 
potatoes, Nazareth opened his apartment's door. 
It was clean and comfortably cluttered, with CD 
racks and a stereo dominating one wall. A 
kitchen separated from the rest of the apartment 
by a half-wall, then what passed for a dining area 
and two bedrooms in the back, along with the 
john. The big tiger fingered the lights and then 
tenderly laid out Ishmael on the couch, adjust- 
ing pillows under his head. 


The bouncer stood back and looked on the 
handsome young cat, head cocked curiously. 
Lying there, with the light shining from his blond 
locks, he looked almost angelic, and Naz won- 
dered what color eyes he would have. Naz old 
boy, what are you thinking? Letting a complete 
stranger sleep off a hangover in your apartment 
on Christmas Eve? Good Samaritan my ass, you 
gotthe hots for him! Nazareth ignored the voice 
in his head and fetched himself a bottle of min- 
eral water, returning to gaze at his guest. 


Naz pulled up a stool and steepled his paws 
before himself, ears swiveling as if to pick up sig- 
nals from the stranger. “God, he's handsome! 
Could really go for someone like this...what am І 
thinking?? Haven't even met him really, and I’m 
thinking about getting into his pants. Probably 
straight as hell anyway.’ Naz took a swig as the 


well-spotted cat snored. ‘Wonder what he's built 
like? Doesn’t seem to be packing any extra 
weight. In pretty good shape, | think.’ He lifted 
one of Ishmael's limp hands and turned it over, 
examining the pads. ‘Not a laborer, can see that. 
Probably a techno-geek. Intelligent, just like 
Brent. Stop it! Jeez, just let the guy sleep. Go 
work out!’ The bouncer covered up the small 
leopard with a fake fur throw and removed the 
other's glasses, leaving them on the end table. 


In the back Naz had converted one of the 
bedrooms into a gym with muscle machines and 
a Nordic track. He selected a Queensryche CD 
and walked to the back, filling a bucket of water 
in the bathtub in the process. Starting up the al- 
bum, he stripped down to a pair of red lycra 
shorts and stretched out, considering himself in 
a full-length mirror on the wall. 


Nazareth hated to think he was narcissistic, 
but he was proud of how he looked. Not an ounce 
of fat rippled on his muscular frame, tendons 
bundled like cable along his body. A shock of 
white hair tumbled down his forehead, shot 
through with ebony streaks. He rolled his shoul- 
ders, muscles playing against each other. He 
started in on his nightly routine, pushups, sit-ups, 
belly crunches, squats, butterfly, leg press. The 
bouncer panted hard, from time to time thrust- 
ing his head into the water bucket to cool down. 
Every nerve of his body was alive, strength sing- 
ing in his muscles. Butthe more he thought about 
his visitorthe harder he worked out, pushing him- 
self faster and faster to try and drive Ishmael's 
face from his mind. But that hair, that muzzle, 
even the glasses, he was just too much! Doing 
chin-ups on the bar, Nazareth roared out his frus- 
tration. 


Ishmael swam in his dream, alcohol rivers 
pouring down on him. He tried to stagger to his 
feet, only to be battered back down into the 
smelly liquid. He'd open his mouth to cry for help, 
but instead was silenced by liquor filling his 
throat. He‘d never felt so hopeless, so afraid. 
Tears rolled down his furry face to be lost in the 
endless vodka streams. 


The next thing the leopard knew he was fall- 
ing through space, tumbling and wrestling with 
something. Finally he was shocked from sleep 
by the impact, landing on the floor. He was 


tangled up in a blanket, and he looked around 
bleary-eyed. Where am I? He shook his head in 
an effort to clear it, and immediately regretted 
the action. He felt like a sledgehammer was hard 
at work behind his eyeballs. Every nerve in his 
body stung, and his mouth felt like a desert. 


Is this what a hangover is like? Remind me 
not to do this again. He shuddered and 
scrambled to his feet, pulling the blanket around 
his body. He felt like he was going to freeze to 
death, he was so cold! Now more awake, he 
looked around and was a bit frightened. This 
wasn't his place, or even anyone's he knew. Тһе 
scents were unfamiliar, but smelled like... tiger? 
The young leopard glanced around, and found 
his glasses on the end-table. He heard music 
coming from down a hallway, and started to- 
wards it, looking around for anything he might 
use as a weapon. A baseball bat was leaned 
againstthe wall, and he grabbedit. Stumbling in 
the blanket, he wentto investigate. 


Nazareth was on his forty-fifth chin up when 
the short leopard peeked warily into the room. 
The tiger dropped to the ground. 


*Good to see you among the living." There 
was no recognition in Ishmael's eyes and Naz 
noted the leopard was toting the Louisville Slug- 
ger he kept for emergencies. "No need for that, 
friend. I’m not going to hurt you. You passed out 
in the bar, figured you could sleep it off up here." 


*You... you're the bartender, right?" 
Ishmael's voice was a croak, and he winced at 
the sound. 


“Bouncer, actually. Bartender is a lady lynx. 
Must have a nasty hangover, don’t you?” 


“Uh... yeah.” 


“My name is Nazareth. І can help you get rid 
of it, if you'd like.” 


Ishmael’s head throbbed so hard he was 
willing for any sort of cure and nodded, immedi- 
ately regretting the motion. 


The tiger shoved his head into the bucket 
one last time to cool down and toweled off, di- 
recting the young leopard back out into the liv- 


та area. 


“So, what brought you out оп a night like 
this? Figured everyone would be with their fami- 
kes.“ Nazareth cracked open a ginger ale and 
tore open a packet of Alka-Seltzer, mixing the two 
in a tall glass. 


Ishmael looked down at his feet and 
shrugged half-heartedly. “Nothing. Just don't 
relate well with my family any more, is all.” He 
slumped down in a chair, wincing at every heart- 
beat. 


“Too bad. Family’s one of the few things 
you’re always stuck with.” Naz handed Ishmael 
_ fhe bubbling mixture, along with two small tab- 
lets. “Physician’s friend. Alka-Seltzer, ginger ale, 
and two multi-vitamin tablets, washed down with 
alarge glass of water, Trick to avoiding a hang- 
over is to drink plenty of water and take some B- 
complex vitamins." 


Ishmael took a swig and made a face as the 
gingery bubbles hopped up into his nose. 


*Gah, you expect me to drink this?" 


“If you want to feel better. Just hold your 
nose and shove it down." Naz slugged back some 
more water for himself, still a bit overheated from 
his workout. *You don'tstrike me asthe type that 
drinks much.” 


The leopard sighed and finished off the 
glass, letting out a fantastic belch. “Pardon! 
Ummm... yeah, | don't. Just the holidays really 
depress me." 


“Any particular reason why?" Naz watched 
Ishmael's eyes, and swallowed in spite of him- 
self. Green as jade, and seemed to hold the light 
with a lover's caress. He could spend hours star- 
ing into those eyes. 


“Well... It’s kind of personal. Have any more 
water? Рт still thirsty.” 


“Not a problem.” Naz refilled the glass with 
tap water and handed it back. “But sometimes it 
helps to talk to a stranger about such things. 
Never know what might come up." 


Ishmael frowned. “It’s nothing you'd be in- 


terested in. Believe me." For the first time, the 
leopard really looked atthe tiger, and felt himself 
strongly attracted to him. All muscle and tone, 
with gentle blue eyes like a warm summer's sky. 
He imagined for a moment what it would feel like 
to be held by those arms, and shuddered. It 
wasn't fair! Why did he have to prefer males? 
His family couldn't understand, and he felt used 
by everyone around him because of how he 
looked. 


The tiger slid into a chair and propped his 
arms up on the table, cocking his head. “Try me, 
kitten. | used to bartend, so l've heard most ev- 
ery problem... give it a shot." 


Ishmael looked at Naz for a long time, and 
then let out a sigh, releasing what seemed years 
of pen-up frustration. “Well... the problem is... 
Well... I’m bi ...with a preference for guys. My 
family is so straight-laced and religious І was al- 
ways afraid they'd explode if І told them. So 
we've been drifting apart for years. l've tried 
looking for someone to love, but it's just so 
hard..." his voice trailed off and he swallowed. 
*Well, that's my main trouble. My family and me. 
And since I’m a fucking homo you're probably 
going to want to kick me out too. That's okay, I’m 
used to it." 


Naz was trying to control his racing heart- 
beat. A beautiful sexy leopard was dropped into 
his hands on Christmas eve, and was looking for 
someone to love? Whatever 1 did this past year, 
Pil have to keep doing it! 


“No, uh, | was actually... wondering if you'd 
like to spend the night here... see, I’m bi too. My 
family is quite cool with it, butthey live out in Cali- 
fornia, and І couldn't afford the plane ticket this 
year. I’m not going to pounce you, don't worry, 
no matter how incredibly hot you look. But a little 
sympathy might be just what you need on a cold 
night like this." 


Ishmael blinked and looked at the tiger as if 
for the first time. “You...you’re bi too? Really?? 
You mean...” 


“Рт AC/DC, ayep." Nazareth glanced at the 
clock. Midnight. He vaguely remembered some- 
thing about a pizza place being open that deliv- 
ered. "Like a California Pizza? Forgot to leave 
anything out to defrost tonight, sorry." 


“That'd be wonderful!” Ishmael's eyes shone 
with happiness. 


Nazareth hadn’t gotten to bed until 3:30 in 
the morning, he and the young leopard spend- 
ing the time eating, talking, and generally getting 
to know one another. As he lay in his bed, cra- 
dling his head on one arm and staring at the ceil- 
ing, he pondered what his next move would be. 
He wanted more with Ishmael, there was abso- 
lutely no doubt in his mind now. He was just as 
witty and intelligent as Naz could have hoped for, 
talking about music, movies, and literature all 
with equal ease. The tiger shut his eyes tightly 
and scratched his furry chest, wondering what 
the cat would feel like pressed against him, but 
unlike earlier in the evening, felt no guilt. He tried 
to sleep, but it seemed to come to him in only 
halting grasps, haunted by a sexy blond leopard 
in glasses. 


“Naz?” Ishmael’s voice was very soft, wary, 
testing. Immediately the tiger’s eyes snapped 
open, and he glanced toward the door. The leop- 
ard stood there like a vision, light from the hall 
illuminating his soft blonde mane. He wore noth- 
ing, his thin body shivering. “Did... did you mean 
what you said earlier? You think I’m... attractive?” 


“Yes... you’re magnificent...” Naz’s voice 
cracked and he swallowed hard. He held out a 
hand, and the cat stepped forward, taking it. The 
handsome leopard slid smoothly into bed with 
Nazareth, and their muzzles touched, whiskers 
flicking against each other as they kissed. Both 
of them shuddered, as if an electric spark had 
flashed between them. The tiger looped his fin- 
gers into Ishmael’s hands, clenching them tightly 
and pulled the blonde cat astride him, his arousal 
already evident between his legs. 


The leopard purred loudly, nuzzling at Naz’ 
throat, raspy tongue making long sweeps 
through the sleek fur. He laid down a series of 
licks, tracing the hard muscles, and then began 
to suckle at the tiger’s nipple, making Naz rise 
up with a hiss. The smaller cat buried his face in 
the tiger’s chest, inhaling the other's scent, ears 
laying back in passion. 


*Oh...God..." his teeth clenched with pas- 
sion, Ishmael's thighs brushing across his cock. 
The spotted cat continued to move downward, 


licking the bouncer's stomach and then catch- 
ing the glistening tip of the much bigger cat's 
rampant member in his mouth, starting to suckle 
the tiger's throbbing sex like a child at his 
mother's teat. 


Every nerve in Nazareth's body was on fire, 
running through him like quicksilver and out from 
his cock. He clenched his fingers into the pillows, 
threatening to rip them with his claws. A deep 
moan growled from his throat, shuddering т the 
darkness. Ishmael bobbed his head slowly, his 
warm willing mouth carefully engulfing the tiger's 
large shaft. He sluiced his agile tongue around 
the bottom of the member, into the tiger's sheath 
and swiveling his head slowly from side to side. 


Finally, after what seemed hours of this 
pleasantly torturous treatment, Ishmael climbed 
back up Naz' body and kissed him hard, fingers 
digging into his sides but with claws carefully 
held in. Then he easily wiggled down, spreading 
his leanly muscular thighs and lifting his tail, his 
own hard member pushing into Naz' belly fur. 


*Please... take me?" he whispered tightly, 
nibbling his lower lip. Nazareth growled low and 
lifted his hips a touch, prodding the pointed end 
of his cockhead against the tight rosebud the 
leopard presented to him. His shaft gleamed with 
saliva and precum, and he grabbed the leopard 
at the hips to pull him downward. Ishmael 
snarled and moaned, his muscular rearward ring 
reluctant to let the intruder in, but finally the glans 
popped through followed by the tiger's long shaft. 


Ishmael's ass was soft as velvet yet gripped 
thetiger's cock like a vice. Naz grunted and held 
still for a long time, just relishing the exquisite 
tightness. Gently, he began to hump upwards, 
working in and out of the lovely young cat 
hunched over him. Ishmael soon laid forward, 
his hands on the tiger's shoulders, burying his 
face in the other's fur, making little rough cries 
with each thrust. Nazareth slipped a paw in be- 
tween them and started to stroke the leopard's 
lust, pulling up as he entered, shoving his fist 
down as he pulled out. The tiger's balls, so long 
without release, drew up to his body, tensing and 
ready to spill. 


Finally, he mreowled lustfully and shoved his 
hips hard into the other, his cock expanding and 
shooting thick jets of cum into the smaller cat. 


The pulsing pressure set off Ishmael, and gooey 
streams splashed all over Naz’ white belly fur. 
The two panted and kissed for a long time, ears 
laid back, stinking with lust. They were both 
afraid to move for fear of ruining the pleasure. 


As they lay nextto each other, arms wrapped 
around the other, Ishmael looked up into Naz’ 
eyes. 


“Do... Do you care about me?” 


"That's a silly question. Do you mean if | 
think of you as a friend who | just happened to 
fuck ...well, І guess we could stop there. But | 
don’t want to. І want to go further. Not picking 


бо, you've never waitressed 
or attended bar before? 
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out bridal patterns just yet, but... І wantto see 
you again. Very soon.” 


“You mean... you don’t mind that others 
would think you’re gay?” 


“Feh! Stopped caring what others thought 
a long time ago. І am who І ат. Wasn’t created 
by choices, was born this way. My body І worked 
on, not my sexuality.” He kissed Ishmael's fore- 
head and smiled. “But go to sleep, little leopard. 
Santa's not going to come if you're still awake!" 


Ishmael grinned softly and nuzzled into Naz' 
chest. “І think he's already been here, and he 
brought me you.” 
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In the next issue we have the conclusion of 

“The Wanderer” by Krahnos (don’t worry, those 

bandits get what’s coming to them), plus a whole 
new batch of great furry artwork and stories! 


Grab the next exciting edition and come visit 
our hosted websites for more outstanding 
anthropomorpic artwork and stories at: 


www. УЗА TION сот 


